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Home Sweet Home 


Author's Notes: 
| get emotional when | think about the fact that these butts don't talk to each other anymore so | write 


myself an alternate fantasy. 


On December 31, 2015, Mötley Crue had called it quits. 
The band members had gone their separate ways, no matter what that meant to them. 


Nikki was still a busy man. He had put out not one, but two albums in 20lb with Sixx:AM. - it almost bothered 
Tommy. How did he have everything still so perfectly sorted out? 


Tommy had been experimenting with his own work, but hadn't pursued anything musically in a while. He was 
living off his life savings with Motley - he didn't have to keep working. But Nikki was, even though he had 
everything - it made Tommy feel bad about himself. 


In reality, he just felt bad that he hadn't spoken to Nikki in a full year. December 31, 2016 was swiftly 


approaching - the one year anniversary of the retirement of Mötley Crue was nearly haunting Tommy like a 


spirit. 
He missed Nikki so much. 


He missed Nikki's face. Missed those wild green eyes, always ready for a fight, missed looking into them after a 
night of love-making. Missed that cute, slightly-downturned nose, missed rubbing his own nose against it. 
Missed those pretty little curved lips, missed kissing them. Missed his dyed-black hair, missed running his 
hands through it. Missed his beautiful body, a canvas of tattoos, missed seeing it uncovered and naked to his 


eyes and only his because he was the one Nikki trusted with his body. 


Tommy missed Nikki's fingers, although he often made fun of them for looking like tattooed sausages, he 
missed holding them and intertwining his own fingers with them. Missed watching them pluck away at his bass 
when they jammed together. Missed kissing them. Missed seeing the promise ring that he had given to Nikki so 
many years ago in 1999, the promise ring that he would come back to Mötley when he was done with his solo 


work And he had come back, although five years later. But Nikki kept the ring on, always. 

It hurt Tommy's heart to see new photos of Nikki from his Sixx:AM. shows. He was still wearing the ring. 
Wonder if he slept with it. Wonder if he forgot he was wearing it, or that it existed. Wonder if he forgot who 
gave it to him. Wonder if he forgot who Tommy Lee was. 

Tommy pulled his pillow tightly against his chest in his lonely bed. It had been a year since Nikki had slept 
beside him but he could still feel the warmth of his lover, feel the curves of his body indented in his 
mattress. 

Today was December 30th. 

Tommy didn't want to let it get to the 3lst yet. 

He reached for his phone on the side table, unlocking it and dialing a number he hadn't typed in a year. 


It was one am, but the phone didn't wake up Nikki. Especially not the call he had been waiting a year for. 


"Nik?" Tommy murmured groggily into the phone, eyes sliding closed as he heard a hopeful gasp on the other 
side of the line. 


"Tommy!" 
"Hi." 
The bassist felt his heart swelling in his chest. He pulled his blankets tighter around him. If only Tommy could 


see him now. It was pitiful. It was freezing in his room, but he refused to get up and turn the fan off, so he 
burrito-ed himself up in as many blankets as possible. 


"Ive missed you so much, baby. Why haven't you called?" 
"Thought you were too busy" 

"Tommy, | am never too busy for you" 

That made Tommy smile 

"Hey, baby?" 

"Yeah, Tommy?" 

"| love you, Nik-Nok" 

"| love you, too, T-Bone" 


"Can you come over tomorrow? You're home, right?" Tommy asked softly, fingers running through his short 


hair. 


"Of course | can come over. And I'm not home, baby. | haven't been home in a long time. Home is wherever 
you are. And I'm beyond homesick” Nikki murmured, smiling widely as he sat up and crossed his legs under the 


blankets. 


Tommy's smile spoke for itself until he realized Nikki couldn't see it. It was almost like the time hadn't passed 


at all. 

Soft thoughts were exchanged for a few minutes. 
‘I've missed hearing your voice so much." 

"| love you." 

"| wish | was there with you now. 


"Nikki, why didn't you ever call me?" Tommy questioned, desperate to keep the conversation going. He just 
wanted to hear Nikki. 


| had to run away high so | wouldn't come home low." Nikki sang softly, sleep tugging at his eyelids. His smile 
was undying, though. 


"I'm on my way home sweet home.” Tommy suddenly felt choked up. 


There was about a minute where they just breathed. Comforting, just reminding each other that they were 
still alive. 


"Nikki, Im coming over right now." Tommy leapt out of bed with a burst of sudden energy. 
"Tommy, you live like an hour and a half away." 

"lll be there at 3. 

"Tommy, you'll crash your car. Go to sleep. I'll be there tomorrow." 

Tommy sighed under his breath, climbing back into bed. 

"Do you promise?" 

"| promise.” 

Tommy smiled softly, wrapping his body around his pillow. 

"Can we go on video chat for a few minutes, baby?" 

Tommy heard Nikki chuckle on the other side of the line. Not laughing at him, he knew. 
"You know I'd love to. Hold on" 


Nikki hung up, leaving dead space in Tommy's head. Only a matter of seconds later, though, did his phone ding 
off with Nikki's request to video chat. 


Tommy quickly accepted it, frowning a bit when he realized that it was pitch black in both of their rooms and 
neither of them could see each other. 


"Well, this is great” The bassist snickered, grinning dumbly at the dimly lit black screen. 

"Yeah. I- Nikki?" 

"Yes, baby?" 

"Would you do that. thing that you used to do? When we were apart and you were recording New Tattoo?" 
"You mean when | talked to you until you fell asleep?" 


"Yes." 


U} 
"Of course, Tommy. 


Coming Home 


Author's Notes: 
i didn't mean to write a second chapter it just happened. tada there might be a third soon??? 


On December 3lst, 2015, Mötley Crue had called it quits. 
But Nikki and Tommy's love hadn't. 


Nikki had woken up around eight and left the house shortly after to make the drive to Tommy's. He knew the 
drummer rarely woke up before noon, but Nikki had a surprise up his sleeve to wake him before then. He 


wanted to spend as much time with Tommy today - not a second was to be wasted. 
He had missed Tommy so much. 


He missed Tommy's wild and mischievous grin, but also missed his soft, sweet smile that he showed to Nikki 
and Nikki alone. He missed his long, skinny fingers that felt so small in Nikki's own hands. Missed his long, skinny 
body that matched those fingers, missed running his hands over his curves and his sharp hip bones. Missed 
sitting in Tommy's lap and feeling small in his lover's arms even though he was much larger. Missed feeling 


Tommy's bare chest against his own Missed tracing his body of tattoos while he slept beside him. 


Nikki missed all the little things, like the dates they'd go on to the park. They'd buy sandwiches to go and sit 
under the big tree right in the middle of their favorite park - if they went around two, the sun was always 
just to the left and it provided the perfect amount of warmth without blinding them. 


Nikki missed the times they'd sit next to each other on the bed in their underwear, Nikki with his bass, 
Tommy just listening. When Nikki was done, Tommy would lean over and kiss him, long, skinny fingers tangling 


into Nikki's raven locks. 


Nikki missed that one special day when Tommy walked in on him standing in front of his tall mirror. While Nikki 
looked at his body in disapproval, Tommy had snuck up behind him and grabbed him right around the parts 
that Nikki had been mentally bashing on. He had led Nikki to the bed, laying him down and taking his shirt off. 
Tommy had pressed kisses to every bit of Nikki's skin he could reach, all the while telling him how beautiful 
and perfect his body was, and how much he loved him. Nikki never looked at himself in the mirror the same 


way again. That event was always on his mind. 


Nikki spent so much of the time driving just thinking about how much he had missed Tommy that the hour 


and a half blew past, and soon enough he was pulling into Tommy's driveway. 


He put his car in park and hopped out, locking it with the button after. He trotted around to Tommy's back 


door - he knew it was always left open. Tommy never meant to, but he always forgot to lock it. When Nikki 
was there, he always did it for him. 


Nikki slipped inside the house, taking care to lock the door behind him. He walked slowly to Tommy's bedroom, 
taking the time to admire any changes his lover had made in the year he was away. There were almost none, 
besides a few photos of Mötley Crue's final show framed in the hallways. 


Nikki pushed open the half-closed door to Tommy's bedroom, finding his love sleeping peacefully under the 
covers. Nikki smirked devilishly. 


Nikki raised the duvet over his head, sneaking into Tommy's bed from the back end. His spiked hair was 
flattened as he crawled quietly between Tommy's legs and removed the covers from them. Much to his luck, 
Tommy had gone to bed in only his boxers. They worked themselves off easily with a few gentle tugs. Tommy 
hadn't stirred. Nikki hoped he would at least wake up once he got started - he knew the man could sleep 


through a hurricane. 


Nikki bit his lip, leaning over and taking the head of Tommy's cock in his mouth. Instantly, Tommy began to 
harden between his lips, and by the time Nikki had half of his length down his throat Tommy had woken up, 


moaning uncontrollably. 


"Holy, fuck! N-Nikki?" The drummer gasped, lifting up the sheets to reveal Nikki laying on his stomach 


underneath them. The bassist pulled away for a moment, an innocent smile playing onto his lips. 


"Good morning, baby! Long time, no see, eh?" Nikki made a noise that could've passed for a giggle, taking 
Tommy's hardness back into his mouth. 


"You could - fuck! - say that” Tommy gasped out, doing everything in his power not to thrust into his 
boyfriend's mouth and choke him. A few minutes later Nikki licked a final stripe up Tommy's length before 
sitting up, starting to take his own clothes off so he would match Tommy's nakedness. 


"Fuck, Nik - this was the last thing | was expecting today." Tommy murmured as he watched Nikki spit in his 


hand and use it on himself in the absence of lube. 


"| know." Nikki chuckled, leaning over to connect his lips to Tommy's for a few hot seconds as he lowered 
himself onto Tommy's cock. With a soft gasp into his lover's mouth, he sank down until Tommy had bottomed 
out. 


"Ohh, fuck." The bassist groaned, squeezing his eyes shut as he began to bounce slowly on Tommy's hardness. 
The man below him hissed, hands planted on Nikki's hips. His fingertips would leave bruises later on the pale 


skin. 


"Go slow, Nik. Don't h-hurt yourself" Tommy nearly growled, beginning to thrust gently into his lover. 


"Ah-ahl Oh, f-fuck, Tommy, harder.” 


Nikki's dark bangs had fallen into his eyes, covering nearly half of the face that Tommy had missed so dearly. 
The drummer reached up to brush them out of the way, catching Nikki's chin between his thumb and 
forefinger while he was at it. Nikki leaned over Tommy's skinny body to press their lips together again, tongues 
dancing against each other. 


"Fuck, I've missed this." 


"Me too." 


